OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

wick of one of the new candles. 'My steward shall
make up the lists of my dowry and let you see them.
I thank you from my heart. Lady EuphemiaP

They said no more about it. The formal farewells
were said. Anastasia did not even ask to know any
more about the plan of escape. From now on that was
ended. Soon she would be able to think calmly, even
beautifully, of the past.

The night went on. Harald and Haldor and Wolf
had spent the early part of it crouching under the
broken stair, for the high full moon had covered up
the mouth of the tower, and they did not care to sleep
in its light, nor even in the light of the large southern
stars. Later, though, they had stretched out and gone
to sleep in spite of everything. Then there had been
a creaking and muttering. Now they were out of
prison and in the streets again.

The lady in the black cloak had whispered: 'Do not
thank me, thank your Saint! It was his doing, not mine,
Now you must fly, while there's yet time/ Then she
and her two slaves had slipped into a house and the
door had shut behind them, and the windows were all
dark. When he first saw her Harald had thought for
a moment that it was Anastasia, and the anger that
had been steadily rising in his mind against the
Greeks all fell away and left him like a child. But it
was not Anastasia, and there was no Anastasia, and
the anger rose again and made him go very silently
and quickly between sleeping houses of the folk he

hated.
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